THE GOLDEN TREASURY

Only our close-bit thyme that smells
like dawn in Paradise.

Here through the strong unhampered days

The tinkling silence thrills;                 .                50

Or little, lost, Down churches praise

The Lord who made the hills;
But here the Old Gods guard their round,

And, in her secret heart,
The heathen kingdom Wilfrid found                       65

Dreams, as she dwells, apart.

Though all the rest were all my share,

With equal soul I'd see
Her nine-and-thirty sisters fair,

Yet none more fair than she.                               60

Choose ye your need from Thames to Tweed,

And I will choose instead
Such lands as lie 'twixt Rake and Rye,

Black Down and Beachy Head.

I wiD. go out against the sun                                   65

Where the rolled scarp retires,
And the Long Man of Wilmington

Looks naked towards the shires ;
And east till doubling Rother crawls

To find the fickle tide,                                        70

By dry and sea-forgotten walls,

Our ports of stranded pride.

I will go north about the fthaws

And the deep ghylls that breed
Huge oaks and old, the which we hold                    75

No more than ' Sussex weed';
Or south where windy Piddinghoe's

Begilded dolphin veers,